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MARATHON 


march 6 fri 
@jimmy's 
deadpan...floodgate...the media darlings...the supaflies...lymph vessel............... 


march 7 sat 
@hi ho lounge 


fuck ...the rubbermaids 


march 12 thor 
@mermaid 
Sage mass...Z00M...ViVid prawns...gillespie DPOtheMS................ccesccoseroceccessecens 


march 14 sat 


FRENCHMEN STREET FESTIVAL 


@cafe brazil 
royal fingerbowl...rebirth brass band...hip hop after-Nour............ccccsscccsseeesees 


@dream palace (downstairs) 


royal pendletons...n.o. Klezmer all-stars...all that...techno after-hour party 


@dream palace (upstairs) 
trombones...caliente...son como son 


@fauhourg center 
tector gorch...suckhole...nut...clearlight...cyenategod...............ssscscerssseseeeneeens 


march 15 sun 
@hi ho lounge 
CO MC ...jerry cain...strawherry PPeS@Mts.............cnsecceccesssseeccusececeseneaneees 


march 17 tue 
@mermaid lounge 


Nee Shy ...middlesex...the leopolds...NOUCHKiSS........cecsseecrsecseeseseceses 


march 18 wed 
@howlin wolf 


the high 


A Gat Mes (er peepee 1d 0 (sd eer ee res no 5 Ol ee 


Contributors A note from the (Resident Ain Editor: 


Victoria 
Stephen 
Paul 
Mat 
Andy 
Sara 
Ross 
Anthony 
Greg 
Chris 
Chip 


Cynthia 


igor 


The Vox Is a publication of WIUL 
New Orleans 91.5 FM. The Vox In 
no way represents the opinions of 


: r 


afl 
ou 
es 


Aurigemma io “wT he : .F ss 
axeirad i wT li ma it ah 
S publis ing tre HecoMme all anual 
Babrock 


Bi aes a noticed the vs sisannearance from ts | | a | 
usual dis bi Aourite 
pt etl 


Bizer Bilite rel Ore 4 
ew Orleans. The reasons are numerous, 
from fin ancial difficulties to administrative 
pS. The last issue 


Bonisteel 
Chapman 


delRosario Hast i di ise N 


Jaspen (Wc san ase ed tr a vee i 
Wf 


hen) 
McStay 3 nearlgueake adel te 


| i 


i 


mer still miss then 


il 


_ Siddiqui entir ely 


allnum comes out in, mid-April $0 you tlecide. 
In the meantime support WTUL's 28th Rock- 


nine iersomed Ul 


the Administration of Tulane Uni- |'[|)/ @iaamian (SSS (100) eT 


versity. $0, write to us (not Tulane) 


with yr damn comments@ (LUUMULUL MEST ATC CTE aT 


WTUL/The 


Tulane 
New 

7 0 
Or 
5304. 


w i 


University Center 
Orleans, La 


us@ 
865.5887 Ba or 
Back issues available. Copy any or 
all parts of this —T. as you 


— how to conspicuously publish my entire ar- 


1 8 


{ 
my Space, Tuesdays from  16.00-18.00) 


100 7 wy 


a 


z-trac-t 


an urban design installation by 

Laurel Porcari 

opening 500pm l3march 1998 show runs to 3april 1998 @ 

tulane school of architecture gallery 

richardson memorial building tulane university 6823 st. charles avenue new orleans 
gallery hours monday-thursday 800em to 950pm friday 800am to 450pm 

saturdayl000am to 450pm sunday 200pm to 950pm 

Bponsored by cadillac plastics australia 

presented by the tulane scheol of architecture 
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DTEGRE 


By 
Stephen 
Axelrad 


Recently, | hac! a chance to intermew 
Asssif Tsahar and! Susie Ibarra who were in town 
for a performance, that night, at the Zeitgeist. 
Assif Tsahar is a tenor saxophonist and! Susie 
loarra is a crummer. Both are prominent players 
in the highly innovative New York City tree anc! 
improvisational jazz scene. Both musicians have 
worked! extensively with such free jazz legends 
as Willam Parker, Davicl S. Ware anal John Zom. 
The following passage has been transcribed ana! 
edited from a recorded, on-air interview with 
the duo who were gracious enough to visit the 
WTUL studio, several hours before their concert. 


WTUL: So, what Is it like playing in this region 
(Southeast) of this country? 

loarra: For me it was like coming home because 
I've been in New York for ten years and | grew 
up in Houston. | had a home audience in Texas. 
It was really nice. 

Tsahar: It was just good playing in the States, 
especially after many shows in Europe. | think it 
has been a much younger audience out here. 
loarra: It was also a younger audience in New 
York, just a different flavor. 


WTUL: Would you think that there would be 
extra enthusiasm when you play in this part of 
the country rather than in New York ana! Chicago, 
since this kind! of jazz is much more of anew 
thing, here, especially considering the emphasis 
of traditional jazz in New Orleans. 

Tsahar: It could be but there is a tradition of 
these kinds of (free jazz) musicians from here, 
the South and Texas. 

Ibarra: Everyone around Omette Colman came 
from Texas: Jon Carter, Dewey Redman, Ed 


Blackwell came from New Orleans and Kid 
Jordan (also from New Orleans who made an 
appearance at the show that night) who is a 
master musician. 


WTUL: Wow, that’s real interesting.../’m 
constantly amazed at the new things | leam 
about jazz. 

loarra: Well, that happens. You live in one place 
and there are so many different forms of music 
and so many different scenes and things go on 
and you don't get to hear about it. 

Tsahar: That's part of what is nice about playing 


ree. There is much 
more diversity in New 
Orleans than you may 


thi nk. This European label just recorded us 
and Kid Jordan and they were looking for a 
different diversity of this music. 

lbarra: | think that represent how much it’s (free 
jazz scene) just starting to open up. 

WTUL: Around the country, you think? 

Both: Yeah! 

lbarra: There’s starting to be a circuit and it used 
to be that there was no circuit and this music just 
didn’t get out. 

WTUL: / think that’s a good thing since there's 
certainly potential audiences out there who may 
be interested (in tree jazz) but just sini 
know a lot about it. 


ara: What’s interesting in 
this kind of music is that 
there Is a natural merge 
between people who 
follow jazz and a 
younger crowd who's 
into alternative. 
Improvisation in music is 
really special that way. It 
can bring people from a 
lot different cultures. It 


brings people who play 
a lot of ethnic music. | 
think it’s fortunate that a 
lot of musicians who 
take it upon themselves 
to introduce young 
people who never had 
the opportunity to listen 
to this (ethnic) music. 
Sun-Ra is an example of 
someone who exposed 
people to other forms 
of music (besides jazz) 
that they wouldn't be 
exposed to. 


WTUL: When you perform, Is a lot of the music 
based! on pre-determined! songs or is it mosthv 
improvisation? 

Tsahar: It’s a mixture. We play so much together 
that compositions naturally enter, based on 
these experiences (of performing). 

Ibarra: It depends. Every time we play a piece, 
there’s something different. 

Tsahar: A lot of time, we have a piece that has a 
melody and we make something fresh of it. 


WTUL: Let's talk some more about some of the 
previous work that you've both done. Now, 
Susie you alal some live duets with John Zom, 
so what was that like? 

loarra: Well, you know John Zom is his own 
person. It was different. | first did some work 
with him and various musicians in some improv 
situations and then | sat with him in his group 
Masada and | played a couple times with them. 
Last year, we did two or three duets. 


WTUL: How would you compare your duets 
with John Zom and your duets with Assif? 
Ibarra: People always ask me to compare various 
musicians. Every time you play with someone, it’s 
totally different. Each musician borings something 
totally unique. So | come to a different situation, 


Tsahar: What | find beautiful in jazz is all these 
different personalities. Basically, every saxophone 
player has his own personality and | hear 
something in his playing that inspires me to try to 


~ do a similar thing. | like to have my own voice on 


the instrument. Also, a lot of singers influence 
me. 


WTUL: Do you ever try to replicate a singer's 
vocal style through your saxophone? 

Tsahar: | hear something and it takes me to a 
completely different place. 

lbarra: Everything influences you. Sometimes, | 
play a melody that | haven't heard since | was 
seven. 

Tsahar: That's the great thing about jazz and will 
always be. A\ll the sounds of the world can 
come into this music. 


Assif Tsahar and! Susié /barra appear on current 
releases with Wiliam Parker and! David S. Ware, 
which can be available at Tower Records. If you 
want more information about future tree jazz 
and other improvisational music events that are 
coming to New Orleans, you may contact Rene 
Broussard of the Zeitgeist Altemative Arts Center 
at 524-0064. If you are interested! in hearing 
more tree jazz, please tune into WTUL 97.5FM 
for my show every Monaay night from 6-Gom. 
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Bank Robbery 


by Ross Chapman 


I'm next in line to cash my paycheck at the university branch of Hibernia Bank. 


| hear a loud voice, | don't remember what it's saying. As | turn around, | hear the voice say: 
“everybody, this is a robbery." 


Confronting the security guard by the door is a slim man with a hard hat, wraparound shades and an 
orange safety vest. But the real accessory is the small but effective-looking automatic in his hand 
and pointed at the guard. 


"Everybody get down on the ground and let me 
see your hands," the robber projects. He sounds 


energetic and at little nervous, but not too bad. | don't know, based on experience, whether he's in 
control or not. | get down on the ground and face away from the voice. 


| can't figure out whether to close my eyes or leave them open. Will he feel threatened if | leave my 
eyes open? | would really prefer to, | have no thought of why. So | compromise by leaving my eyes 
open but staring at the ground. My leg can't extend on the ground without kicking the woman 
behind me so | lay it over the back of my other knee. It's not too uncomfortable; the floor is cool. 


The voice moves down the aisle and towards an entrance to the tellers' cages, which aren't cages 
really, but little carols with crenellations in a raised counter for dealing with customers; at the 
furthest end of the counter, next to the vault, is a three-quarter door leading behind the ‘cages’. 


“Come on, open up the fuckin’ drawers, put it 
all in, put it in there, you know what to do, 
what's in there, open it, and the hundreds, put 


° e Ie ill 

It fucki niin th Ere. The bandit is very business-like; as I'm writing this I'm 
thinking that I've been going to that bank for almost three years and this is the most efficient 
transaction I've ever been near. After some more short wrangling about whether he's being cheated 
of some secret cache, | hear the robber growl, "thank you for your cooperation." 


All told, about a minute or two of terror. The robber slipped out the side emergency exit, and we 
waited, the snaking line of would-be customers, until we saw the bank workers, at least one of 
them must have been upright the whole time, doing damage control. They locked the front door, a 
good thought. 

As | stood up, two college-age girls, who had been gabbing happily behind me just a moment before, 
stayed on the floor; one sobbing. | squatted down and patted her on the shoulder, “it's okay," | said. 
Or | thought it was. Another man, a workman cashing his paycheck like me, and | both said, "I 
thought it was a joke." Almost at the same time. 


That was what | thought when | first turned and saw this deranged highway worker, | don't think he 
was a real highway worker but just dressed as one, with a gun. The actuality of it really seemed 
ludicrous; nobody would just walk into a bank in a disguise with a gun. That wasn't how they really 
~ did it! | thought maybe it was the guard's birthday. 


After locking the door, the bank people handed out bank robbery forms, printed-up forms with 
questions about the robbery. They told us not to talk to anyone while we filled them out, so we 
would stay unbiased. Many of the questions didn't apply: scars, tattoos, belt buckles; he had a gun 
and he had a clear agenda. | had trouble writing because my hands were shaking. 


At first we weren't allowed to leave until the police came, they wouldn't cash my check (I suppose 
that should have been obvious but | didn't think about it). An older woman had some kind of 
respiratory complaint that required a tube in her nose which connected to a space-aged little 
module that smoked like dry ice. The tube going into the module had broken and she was having 
trouble breathing. 


The police took a while to show up. | talked with a man from the Water Board but his country 
accent was so thick | couldn't understand him so well. Eventually, a maintenance guy from Tulane 
talked his way out. | followed him almost immediately. 


Outside, there were about eight police cars and an 
ambulance, they may have been handling things 
outside before coming to the bank. It looked exactly 
like the crime scene in every movie or television show 
| had ever seen. Or maybe it's exactly what | 
expected to see based on all that fiction; and anything 
that didn't fit was ignored. 


| had poured myself a cup of coffee, the bank always has it on Fridays, while | waited. And as | 
walked the short distance to my car, coffee in hand, | had a fantasy. 


| was the omniscient streetcop just arriving on the scene, java in hand. Kojak or Toma, Serpico or 
Brannigan (that was a John Wayne movie). | was in control and | had seen it all before, it was 
routine for me. Just sort out the stories and fill out the forms; maybe find somebody to call all the 
witnesses that couldn't be bothered to stay around. Al Pacino in the recent Michael Mann film, 
Heat. That's how | was imagining myself most. Calm, cogent; analytical, controlled and controlling 
the moment. 


The key was that in my fantasy, | wasn't trembling. My facial expressions weren't disjointed or 
undone. | was self-possessed and not at all freaked out. 


| needed that fantasy. | had to go and find another Hibernia. 


Hey Brah, 


In the last issue of 
The Vox, I wrote about my 
experiences at a few barber 
shops around the New Orleans. 
At the end of the article I 
listed a few "other places 
that look cool but have yet 
to try." Guess what? I went 
to some of these on the list 
and one that was not. 


Aidan Gill 

712 Adams Street 

between Hampson and Maple 
August 1997 


This is the one that 
was not on my list to check 
out. I found out about this 
place when former WTUL dj 
Scot Ritchey was in town for 
a few weeks back in August 
during his vacation from 
teaching English in Japan. I 
went to meet Scot at this 
place. However, they were not 
there when I arrived, so I 
waited and read some 
magazines and looked around. 
This was not the usual old 
man barber shop, but rather a 
froo hairdresser. There were 
many barber related antiques 
on the wall. Razors, shaving 
foam cups and brushes, combs, 
signs, etc. Plus, there was a 
mounted hairy fish. I didn't 
get my hair cut here. I just 
watched as Scot got his hair 
cut by Aidan. Mr. Gill is an 
Irishman in his forties (I 
think) that made his money 
in some other business and 
has taken to hairstyling and 
collecting barber antiques. 
He certainly talked a lot. At 
one point during the haircut, 
Scot's hair looked pretty 


Where Did Ya 
Ya Hair Cut? 


By Anthony DelRosario 
Anthony@autotonic.com 


funny, but the final do was 
fine. The cost was $18 or $20 
for a man's haircut. A bit 
too pricey by my standards. 
The antiques are pretty cool 
however. 


The place on Lyons 

kinda behind Lil Zara's on 
Prytania 

April? 1997 


The guy at this place was 
reading the newspaper and 
listening to sports radio on 
AM when I came in. He didn't 
talk much but he did a good 
job. I think I paid $10 which 
included tip. 


The Golden Shears 

6006 Magazine 

near State, next to the 
hardware store 

August 1997 


Andy Bowser (not Bizer) told 
me about this place. Here's 
his email: 


Date: Tue, 19 Aug 1997 
01:30:28 -0700 

From: Andrew Bowser 

<andrew.bowser@reporters.net 
> 
To:adelros@mailhost.tcs.tula 

ne.edu 

Subject: Re: I Said "Cut 
Your Hair!" 


The article on the old-guy 
barbershop scene made me 
remember why I love living 
in New Orleans. You should 
have bought the blue eggs. 
As for Luke, I'm sorry to 


hear he objected to your 
Ppansy-ass request to shave 
the under part of your hair. 
"What do you think this is, 
brah—John Jay's?" I had to 
stop going to Luke because 
he gave me the bubblehead 
haircut, which he gives to 
everyone. To this day, I can 
pick out a "Luke" a mile 
away. They say you should go 
| to Luke's in the morning, 
because he gets tired by 
mid-afternoon (hence the 
crabbiness when you 
interrupted his soaps). I 
would like to tip you off to 
another happening barbershop 
experience, called Golden 
Shears, at the corner of 
Magazine and State next to 
the hardware store. It's 
like a typical old-guy 
barber shop fused with a yat 
version of Supercuts. The 
highlight at Golden Shears 
is Colleen, a Midwestern 
hipster schooled in 
traditional cuts. They gave 
her a room all to herself in 
the back of the shop with 
wood paneling, fluorescent 
lights, a jam box w/cool 
tunes, and decor 

straight out of the 1970s 
Metairie suburbs. 
Tronically, her musician 
boyfriend has long hair, and 
she refuses to cut it 
because she has a va-voom 
form guys with the Sampson 
thing going on.I think she 
charges like $10. The only 
problem is she plays WWOZ 
instead of WTUL. I can't 
blame her though, the way 
your DJs talk so much on the 
air. 

Yada, yada, yada. 


No big hair, 
Andrew David Bowser 
PS. Please print this e-mail 


in the Vox so I can get a 
free haircut. 


Mark from the Leopolds also 
mentioned this place. So, I 
went to check out the hair 

scene at the Golden Shears. 
Unfortunately, I didn't try 


out Colleen. Maybe next time. 
There were two guys cutting 
hair. One probably in his 
forties or fifties and the 
other probably in his 
sixties. I chose the older of 
the two and some preppie high 
school guy whose mom dropped 
him off took the other fella. 
My barber has been cutting 
hair for 40 plus years and 
started at a shop on Magazine 
closer towards downtown. As I 
was requesting to have the 
under part of my hair and 
having him show me the 
different sized blades, I 
finally found out what to 
tell 

barbers in the future. "Use 
the 2 blade.” Instead of 
going through "short but not 
shaved, know whatta mean?" 
business. After the clipping 
of the under part, I told my 
barber to cut off an inch off 
the longer part. Then I saw 
TWO inches come off. Yikes. 
Oh well. It actually wasn't 
that bad. I could go longer 
without getting a haircut 
next time around, I suppose. 
I think I paid $10 which 
included tip. 


The place on Carrolton 

next to the framing place at 
1126 Carrollton 

November? 1997 


When I arrived at this hair 
joint, the little old barber 
guy was outside clearing the 
street drain of leaves and 
crap because the water from 
recent rain had almost come 
into his shop. His place was 
tiny, maybe 6 or 7 feet wide 
and 20 feet deep. This barber 
couldn't hear all that well, 
so I didn't get his story. He 
did a very good job. Again, I 
think I paid $10’ which 
included tip. 


Family Barber Shop 
8112 Oak 

January 24, 1998 (My 
Birthday!) 


three fellas ahead of me. 
They were watching sports on 
TV, the classic sports 
network. You know, the 
channel that shows old 
games. The san Francisco- 
Dallas NFC football 
championship with "The” catch 
by 

Dwight Clark. The barber that 
was there was Buddy Adams or 
Buddy Davis. I can't 
remember. Anyway, he has been 
cutting hair for 42 years. 20 
or 22 years in the current 
spot and 22 or 20 years in 
another spot on Oak. Buddy 
started cutting hair in the 
Navy. He served several 
decades in the Navy and Navy 
Reserves, and he is still 
cutting hair despite being 


retired from the Navy. I 
asked him about his thoughts = 


Thes@place was busy = the 9 § gph ee 
first time in New Orleans 

that I had to wait in line 

for a barber. I think there 


on places like Supercuts. He 
said those places are causing 
real barbers to become 
extinct. There are no new 
Young men interested in 
learning to give "finished 
haircuts." He did a pretty 
good job with my hair even 
though he wasn't used to 
giving cuts like what I 
wanted. The back was a little 
too long. Again, I think I 
paid $10 which included tip. 


I think it is about time for 
another haircut. I'm not sure 
where I'll go 

This time. Stay tuned for 
more barber shop reviews. 


SHEPARD H. SAMUELS 
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com LE a ftttren cette oon 


"Don’t get excited. Just 
Ca | | U Nn ited e : That is our company's catch phrase. Like American 


Airlines says something like "When you get to us, you are halfway home" The idea in both 
cases being that worries about getting to ones destination are over once one has placed 
themselves in the care of whoever says those things and that the traveler will be safe, secure, 
and comfortable knowing that they will get there without any hassles. 

Like an airline that occasionally will have problems with a last minute maintenance 
glitch or something, occasionally problems arise with a cabfare-a flat tire or some other 
mechanical problem, it might have taken a long time for them to get a cab, they might not like 
that the meter starts at $2.10 or that it was running while we were loading their stuff, that the 
driver does not have any change for their large bill or any number of things actually including 
a mere failure to connect with them enough to facilitate communicating required routing 
directions or to simply put them at ease being in the inherently uncomfortable situation of 
being driven around by a complete stranger. Like when the airline pilot comes on and says, 
"we'll be flying at an elevation of 50,000 ft"- a number that probably means nothing to most 
passengers “and we are scheduled to arrive at our destination at 4:15 PM local time"- a time 
that was probably learned when the passenger bought the ticket. What he is really saying is "I 
am a stable, stolid person in whose hands you can feel safe have placed your life in. Not 
someone who forgot to gas the plane up, not someone who will go into a panic and freeze if 
she runs into some turbulence, not someone who will let last nights fight with the wife send 
him into a suicidal downward spiral crashing the plane into the ground, and not a drunk. 

The pilot makes that little speal to communicate in a calm, assured tone that he, and 
it is usually a he, is capable. And if the connection is made well enough, then he has 
communicated that he is capable if the situation ever got out of hand-which it never would 
because he would never let it get out of hand but capable none the less- of landing the plane 
safely with all four engines out and the tail rudder blown off by a terrorists nuclear bomb by 
strapping himself to the fuselage and maintaining sufficient lift by flapping his arms if not 
purely by the force of his will alone. 

So anyway a cab driver talks to the passenger so as to make a somewhat similar 
connection with the fare so as to assure them that they are in similarly good hands-briefly 
generally though sometimes less and sometimes more. Maybe not enough if | have not yet 
had my coffee and maybe too much if | get carried away with my presumed eloquence or 
what ever and then or for any other ineffable reason the connection is not made well at all. 
Two fares where the connection was not made well come to mind that are basically routine 
and uneventful to the point of being entirely uninteresting but might be slightly amusing purely 
for the total lack of connection made, both of them involving fares that | picked up along 
McAlister Drive on Tulane campus. 

The first one involves a fare | am dispatched to at the Sharp or Phelps dorm 
- whatever, as | arrive | see a couple engaged in what looked like a parting embrace with a 
small pile of luggage next to them. Luggage usually means a fare to the airport, for which | 
can charge a good flat rate which is a little better than the meter. But | have occasionally 
spent 10 minutes or more loading luggage w/o starting the meter only to be told the 
destination is the bus station or the some apt right around the corner. Most fares will simply 
tip well enough for that extra service but some either like to get over or simply do not have a 
clue and really need the meter running during all that to get an idea of what to pay. So! pull 
up and first off say: 

Me: "Howdy, where are we off too?" 

He: "The airport, southwest" as he separates from his beloved and hands me his 
luggage. Judging by the perturbed and disbelieving expression on his face | imagine he was 
thinking like "where else would | be going with all this luggage you moron?" 

Me: "And where are you going?" 

He: "The airport Southwest" as he gets into the cab now even more perturbed like- 
not only is he a moron he is also deaf 

Me: "No, where are you flying to?" 


He: "Oh, Dallas" the perturbed expression changes but still is showing perturbed 
"What is this guy, a travel agent?" 

Me: "You get a direct flight or are they routing you through Houston?" 

He: "Yeah, | have a layover in Houston" from perturbed to mildly astonished "That's 
it, he is a fucking travel agent goddamnit." 

Me: Southwest seems to route everything through Houston and the airport they go 
through in Houston is HUGE. It can be an hour long hassle to get across it if you have to 
change planes. 

It is only Wednesday morning though, you planning on skipping your classes for the 
rest of the week or what? | 

He: "| don't go to school here. | am just visiting my girlfriend. | work in Dallas-more 
astonished then to mildly distracted- "A travel agent and a guidance counselor. God it was 
good to see Betty again. The having to wait till after her finals are over to get together again is 
going to be impossible." 

Me: "Yeah those long distance romances can be real hard. | used to travel 90 
miles every other weekend or so whenever | could to see my old lady when | was going to 
school and even that distance was a problem; getting a ride, getting to the bus, hitchhiking, 
the bike breaking down and plus your normal day to day schedule. And | am sure Dallas to 
here is a lot more to contend with. Getting together can seem almost impossible." 

He: "Yeah really'- complete astonishment then again to distractedness- "A travel 
agent, a guidance counselor, and now a goddamn marriage counselor. Yeah | could marry 
Betty. She is a good girl. | could do a lot worse than her. We could make a good life 
together. It would sure beat being alone every Friday night?" 

Me: "Did y'all make it into the quarter for the French Quarter Festival and last 
weekend or did y'all just stay around the uptown campus area?" 

He: "We did not make it to that, no" more distracted - "! don't think we made it out 
of bed till yesterday. That was fantastic though God it's going to be hard waiting until her 
finals are over to get with her again." 

Me: "No, that is not a big deal with us either. Ya know it is right between Mardi 
Gras and Jazz Fest, so we are all big evented out at that point ourselves. It is odd that the city 
decided to schedule it then. Go figure 

He: "Yeah" completely distracted 
"Her suitemate is damn cute too though with a real nice ass. And she was giving me the eye 
driving me mad. And hell, she is a sociology major. She wouldn't let studying for her finals 
stop us from getting together. | wonder what she would do if | called her up out of the Blue for 
next Friday." 


If that was exactly what he was thinking is almost complete supposition on my part 
based merely on him showing annoyance and distractedness and in general being 
disinterested in talking with me regardless of what | had to say so that no more of a 
connection was likely. 

So after that brief-less than 2 minute exchange | shut up and left him to his thoughts 
whatever they actually were until | collected my fare, wished him a good flight and asked him 
to call on us again when he returned to N.O. 


Next is another fare where the thoughts are not guessed at as much as they are 
mine. Though still a response to a connection not being made well at all like we were having 
2 different conversations again. 


| pick up a couple dudes at the front doors of the U.C. which is literally right next 
door to the radio station. There were two of them but only one of them did-all the talking both 
to me and to the other dude so | will refer to their part of the conversation again as "He". 

He immediately noticed that | was listening to WTUL. | assumed he was happy to 
have found another TUL listener. We are rather rare and hard to come across and he felt | 
would be interested in learning about the inner workings of the station. That is the closest | 
can come to | guess as far as actually explaining his rather single minded preoccupation that 
seemed to be stuck on as you will see as | recount what actually transpired between us during 
the fare. 


THIS 
END UP 


RUSH 


Me: "Howdy, where are we off to sirs?" 

He: "The UNO Lakefront Arena. You know where that is?" 

Me: "Oh yeah, Pearl Jam is playing tonight. Great that runs $15-19 and there 
should be plenty more trips up there tonight." 
"Yeah | have been there a time or two. | think that | can find it. Y'all are off to hear the Pearl 
Jams?" 

He: "Yeah. We like Pearl Jam. It should be a great show. | work at WTUL and | 
got us free tickets to hear them at the UNO Lakefront Arena" 


| have come to be generally quite reluctant and hesitant to tell fares that | work at 
WTUL; not because of any great modesty on my part in regards to trying to impress people as 
to what a cool guy | am but because generally when | do tell someone, not only does it 
completely fail to impress them but it often does not even seems to register with them what the 
hell | am talking about- due mostly | think to the fact that so few people listen to us even 
among the Tulane students who | pick up at the front door of the U.C. (which is spitting 
distance... from the station) But this guy works at the station as well so | figure it should be 
best if | do tell him. We should then be able to talk about music or find something else to 
connect on somehow so: 

Me: "I work there too actually. Though | did not know we were getting tix to the big 
Pearl Jam show at the Arena. We usually only get passes to shows at the clubs. You never 
know though, we did get tickets to the Depeche Mode show last year when they played UNO. 

l've been there myself to hear Sonic Youth open for Neil Young and | tell you it was 
more than a litle bizarre compared to seeing shows at the clubs. The place was just so 
damned huge that it seemed to just swallow Sonic Youth. | had seen them a couple times 
previously and each time | was impressed by them being able to occasionally convey the 
feeling that the most important thing in the world at that the time was the note that they were 
playing there and then. But in that huge arena they just looked puny and silly. Neil put on a 
much better show actually, | guess he had more practice commanding a large crowd like that. 

And yeah, | like Pearl Jam well enough too. They are a solid meat and potatoes 
band. It should be a decent show. 

He: after wrinkling his nose at me mentioning Depeche Mode: "I am just an 
apprentice now really but | still was able to get tix to Pearl Jam just now at that office through 
those widows" He points through the bike rack at the office windows which are as you 
probably know with in spitting distance etc.. 

Me: "Is it my imagination or is this guy a moron. Maybe he is just confused. It did 
not seem to register with him at all when | said | worked there also. And the way he wrinkled 
his nose when | said Depeche Mode, it seemed like the only thing he heard me say was 
Depech Mode at UNO-a decent meat and potatoes show. 

| would assume that if this guy works at WTUL he would know better in regards to 
music and snap to all that better but he really did not seem to get it. Should | just ask him? 
No, that would be condescending. | am probably just being oversensitive letting my feelings 
get hurt over the lack of awe and respect he just gave my brilliantly insightful critique of the 

‘Sonic Youth performance as | have been to the UNO arena. 

It really does not matter other than that | am going to have trouble talking to this guy 
if he does not listen any better than that.". 

"| know | work there, who do you apprentice with?" 

He: "Before they give you a show of your own they make you go through this 
apprentice program they call it and you have to sit in with an actual DJ for 10 weeks or so so 
he can check you out and tell you about the program guidelines and stuff. The guy | am 
apprenticing with is named Doug. 


Doug was the music director at the time which made him by boss indirectly 
somewhat, and for unrelated reasons my relationship with him was initially a little awkward. 
Initially | did not know him well at all yet he was invariably and unexplainably attentive to most 
anything | had to say regardless of how inane it may or may not have been and just nice and 
friendly towards me in general. My inability to explain this left me somewhat bewildered... 
and therefore a bit awkward with him for a year or so. 


This was really a shame and a waste of time as | eventually came to the explanation 
that Doug was simply a really nice, friendly guy and | wished that | had come to that 
. clarification sooner rather than only a couple semesters before he graduated and left town- 
when he began a long term engagement with Kerry who is also particularly nice though she 
has nothing to do with this dude in my cab. 

| only mention her here as Doug's relationship with her is the only way that comes to 
mind to clear up any confusion that | might have caused going on about my awkwardness 
with Doug that he was gay. That was not the case or ever any concern. He was just a nice 
friendly guy and at the time this guy was in my cab | not only knew Doug but also knew him to 
be a good guy. 

Me: "Doug huh? Tall? Clean cut looking guy? Yeah he is a real nice guy. | 
imagine he would be great to apprentice under." 

He: "Doug is really cool. He has been at WTUL a long long time. He is one of the 
music directors which means he is on the executive staff and so he helps actually run the 
station. He likes to talk on the phone with people who actually are at record companies like 
Warner Bros, Sub Pop etc.... And he knows so much about alternative music. Not just Pearl 
Jam but all kinds of other alternative stuff too... He is really cool." 

Me: “And | guess that | supposed to surmise that you are too by association." 

"Yeah he is a good guy." 

He: "The executive staff, that Doug is one, have things where they make each DJ 
play stuff called variety requirements, and they make the DJ play all kinds of stuff that they 
don't really like themselves like rap or reggae or uh.... So like, if you hear a DJ on WTUL play 
a rap song or even two that doesn't necessarily mean that he likes it. It is just that the 
executive staff tells him he has to and he is just satisfying his variety requirements, ya 
understand? But if he plays a who bunch, then you can tell he probably really likes it." 

Me: "And | am now supposed to be impressed with this guys coolness for knowing all 
this fascinating procedural minutiae? Was | this full of myself just for being a DJ when | was 
new? God | hope not. Maybe it is mostly just youthful enthusiasm on his part but regardless | 
think I'd have to bitch slap this dude if I was intent on getting him off this track. 

Next thing at this rate will be him regaling me with an exhaustive explanation of the 
proper procedures involved in filling out the damn FCC log. 

"Yeah | know, | work there too" 

He: "Oh and today he went over the way to fill out the FCC log right. You see 

whenever you start your show you have to sign in and mark the time and..... 


By this point | could say without much exaggeration or inaccuracy that | was slack 
jawed with uncomprehending astonishment that he would think | was at all interested. Like if 
someone insisted on going on at great length telling you how to tie your shoes despite you 
repeatedly pointing out that you were already familiar with the operation. Unfortunately he 
must have taken my expression to be one of wonder, awe, and rapt interest as he seemed to 
be spurred on to continue explaining to me various facets of what it was like to be a DJ at 
WTUL. 

And so it was around this point that | kind of faded him out. The small pleasures to 
be had from feeling superior to someone else are woefully insignificantly compared to those 
of when a connection s made particularly well or even of passing the time pleasantly talking 
about the weather. 

| love talking about music and | often do with passengers but an actual conversation 
where we were both talking about the same thing did not seem very likely so my attention 
returned to listening to the radio. 

One last thing though, usually when | arrive to pick up a fare if it turns out to be 
someone | know even a little | usually do not charge them. Even people at the station who | 
do not know-which is quite a few as there are around 100 people on staff | often ride for free 
due to a feeling of camaraderie or a desire to suck up to someone who may later do me a 
favor or whatever. With this guy though | had one more thing to say before parting company. 
Me: "That will be $17.25, enjoy the show... Call again.”0 


Written by Paul. PERSONAL 
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Rock ‘n’ Roll Book 
Review 


By Andy Bizer 
abizer@mailhost.tcs.tulane.edu 


When | was 12 years old | fell in love with rock. | vividly remember riding in my 
best friend Lee Weinger’s older brother's car. We were backing out of Lee’s 
driveway and Danny put on the classic rock station, 94.9 ZETA. | don’t 
remember what was playing-! wanna say Zeppelin, but I’m not sure- but 
whatever it was, it fucking rocked my world. My days of listening to the top 40 
station on the bus to school were gone. | learned more from my little yellow 
(water-resistant) Sony Walk-man on the way to and from school than when | was 
actually in school. | wanted to learn as much as | could about these bands and 
when | found that there was an entire section in the bookstore devoted to rock 
books | was in heaven. My mom was also pleased with my newfound interest in 
reading and happily bought me books which detailed bands like Led Zeppelin 
inserting dead fish into women’s vaginas (see Hammer of the Gods by Stephen 
Davis). 


For the past ten years I’ve been a sucker for buying rock books. I’ve lost a bunch to 
people who borrowed them, but here’s a little book review of the ones still on my 
bookshelf: 


Babes in Toyland 

Babes in Toyland: The Making and Selling of a Rock and Roll Band 

Neal Karlen. Times Books $22.00 

My mom bought me this one without consulting me. She thought | was grunge. The 
band talks a lot of shit about Lee Ranaldo (he produced their major-label debut for 

_ $14K), which is kinda cool, but this book really sucks. The author also wrote a 
biography of Henny Youngman, so there you go. 


Beatles 

The Love You Make 

Peter Brown and Steven Gates. Signet $4.95 

One of the first rock books | read. Its a very thorough bio of the Beatles’ career, from 
the Cavern to the Maharishi to the Dakota, its all there. Also there is a photo of John 
and Paul doing Nazi salutes to a crowd in Australia 

Revolution in the Head 

lan McDonald. Henry Holt $14.95 

Holy shit, this book rules! McDonald dissects every Beatle song written, both musically 
as well as socially. This dude not only did a boatload of research, but he notices cool 
stuff even the most knowledgeable Beatle fan has not. A must buy! 

Beatlesongs ‘ 

William J. Dowlding. Fireside $12.95 


Very similar to Revolution in the Head but less academic. Chock full of interesting 
quotes from the Beatles and their contemporaries about the songs. Beatlesongs 
attempts to decide who was more important in the Lennon/McCartney partnership 
(according to Dowlding, Lennon wrote 84.55 songs while McCartney wrote only 73.65 
songs. Yeah, its pretty silly). 


Ray Charles 

Brother Ray: Ray Charles’ Own Story 

Ray Charles and David Ritz. Da Cappo Press $13.95 

This book is hilarious because Charles is so damn candid in his subject matter. He 
discusses what it was like for a blind boy to attempt masturbation without getting 
caught. “A school for the blind ain’t the easiest place to jack off.” 


Jimi Hendrix 

Jimi Hendrix: Electric Gypsy 

Harry Shapiro and Caesar Gleebeek. St. Martin’s Press $29.95 

700+ pages on Jimi Hendrix is simply not necessary. | never finished this book cause 
it was too damn long. Great pictures though. , 


Led Zeppelin 

Hammer of the Gods 

Stephen Davis. 

This book is a classic. Zeppelin rule!!! 


Marky Mark 

Marky Mark 

Marky Mark and Lynn Goldsmith. Harper Perrenial $15.00 

| got this book for 2 bucks. He actually dedicates the book to his dick! Lotsa photos 
and next to no text. 


Paul McCartney 

Many Years from Now 

Barry Miles. Henry Holt Company $27.00 

My mom got me this for Hanukkah this year. | was actually going to buy it myself. Its 
pretty unnecessary. Paul’s recollections of swingin London are cool, but he’s really 
trying to show that his importance in the band was equal to Lennon’s and ends up 
sounding petty. Of course Paul is a genius, but he seems to have a bit of an inferiority 
complex that is evident in this book. He also shagged lotsa birds and did a lot of 
drugs. 


Nirvana 

Come as You Are 

Michael Azerrad. Doubleday $16.95 

Azerrad thinks Cobain was the John Lennon of the 90’s, which is complete bullshit. 
Pretty typical rock bio. 


Pink Floyd 

Saucerful of Secrets 

This book devotes way too much text to the messy battles between Roger Waters and 
the rest of the band about who owns the Floyd name, but the descriptions of the early 
shows with Syd Barrett are great. 


Lou Reed 

Between Thought and Expression 

Lou Reed. Hyperion. $10.95 

This is a collection of most of Reed’s lyrics. “The Gift” and “The Murder Mystery” are 
fun to read because they are stories you’ve heard them a million times, but never 
actually read on paper. Reed chooses to comment on some of the lyrics. On 


“Afterhours”: “I always loved afterhours bars. Its where | first saw someone beaten to 
death. The woman | was with, Nico, threw a glass that shattered in a mob guy’s face. 
He thought the man in back of me did it.” 

Transformer 

Victor Bockris. Simon and Schuster $25.00 

This book basically makes Lou Reed out to be a total creep. Some critic called it a 
“skullfuck” and | agree. 


Rolling Stones 

The Stones 

Philip Norman. Penguin Books $10.95 

This is a great straight-up rock bio. Very thorough and concentrates on the years 
when the Stones actually mattered. 

Up & Down With The Rolling Stones 

Tony Sanchez. Da Capo Press $ 14.95 

This is one of my faves. The author,“Spanish” Tony Sanchez, was Keith’s and Brian’s 
drug dealer from the early sixties to the late seventies and this book is a juicy tell-all. 
Included are detailed stories about Keith’s blood transfusions, Brian’s brutal abuse of 
his girlfriends, scoring heroin for John Lennon, how Keith stole Brian’s girlfriend, Anita 
Pallenberg, Mick’s megalomania, and lots and lots and lots of drug use. 

The Rolling Stones: Its Only Rock and Roll 

Steve Appleford. Schirmer Books $20.00 

This is a weak attempt to tell the story behind every single Stones song. Its sorta 
interesting, but doesn’t come close to being a Revolution in the Head for the Stones. 
But man, the pictures are great (check out p 74). 


Sonic Youth 

Confusion is Next: the Sonic Youth Story 

Alex Foege. St. Martin’s Press $13.95 

This book rules because it is not merely a history of the band members, but rather a 
history of the music that Sonic Youth play. There is a lot of information of the No 
Wave scene in NYC in the early 80’s and how that shaped Sonic Youth. Then Foege 
turns around and shows how SY influenced bands like Nirvana, Pavement, Dinosaur 
Jr., and the Beastie Boys with interviews with those bands. 


Spice Girls 

Spice Girls: Girl Power! 

By The Spice Girls. Zone 7.99 UK 

The Spice Girls are my guilty pleasure. Great photos (of course) and extensive 
interviews. 


Pete Townsend 

Behind Blue Eyes 

Geoffrey Giuliano. Dutton $24.95 

| love the Who. This book nicely documents their rise, complete with detailed 
accounts of destroyed hotel rooms. Unfortunately, Giuliano is a big fan of Townsend’s 
solo work and devotes much of the book to that time and | just don’t care. 


Velvet Underground 

Up-Tight: The Velvet Underground Story 

Victor Bockris/Gerard Malanga. Omnibus Press $11.95 

I'm a big fan of the Velvet Underground and this book is very satisfying. Not only is it 
full of great interviews and pictures, but you get the whole account of Warhol’s 
“Exploding Plastic Inevitable” of which the Velvets were only a part of, and not the 
focal point. Two thumbs up for this one. 


Reference Books 

Rolling Stone Album Guide 

Ed. Anthony DeCurtis. Random House $20.00 

Pretty much what you’d expect from Rolling Stone magazine, but it is quite helpful for 
a kid born in 1976 who doesn’t know what albums by the Kinks to purchase. 

Spin Alternative Record Guide 

Ed. Eric Weisbard. Vintage $20.00 

Don’t buy this. Get the Trouser Press Guide to 90’s rock. 

Trouser Press Guide to 90’s Rock 

Ed. Ira Robbins. Simon and Schuster $24.95 

Oh yeah, this is a must buy. Where else can you read extensive reviews about anyone 
from the Apples in Stereo to Zeni Geva, complete with discographies that even include 
unreleased cassettes. The Trouser Press is far from perfect, but it gets close. 


Anthologies 

The Dark Stuff 

Nick Kent. Da Cappo $14.95 

What a misleading title! | thought this book was going to be about scary evil bullshit, 
but it is a wonderfully written account of the insane side of rock. Kent writes about 
Brian Wilson, Neil Young, The Stones, Lou Reed, Syd Barrett, and a whole lot more in 
a manner that will shock even the most die-hard fan. 

Written in My Soul 

Bill Flanagan. Contemporary Books $11.95 

Flanagan, the editor of Musician Magazine, interviews some of the greatest 
songwriters (Dylan, Paul Simon, David Byrne, Richard Thompson and many more) 
about the manner in which they write their songs. 

Psychotic Reactions and Carburetor Dung 

Lester Bangs. Knopf $19.95 

Lester Bangs was a fucking treasure. He died in 1982, but left behind some great 
work that is found in this book. 


Other 

Banned in DC: Photos and Notes from the DC Punk Underground (79-85) 
Cynthia Connolly. DIY $16.95 

My roommate’s favorite book ever. Documents the DC punk underground with first- 
hand interviews and more photos than the Marky Mark book. 

We Gotta Get Outta This Place 

Lawrence Grossberg. Routledge $16.95 

This one is an academic look at youth culture, authenticity in rock and the like. Very 
interesting book, but the parts about rock just don’t rock. 

Rockin Out 

Reebee Garofalo. Allyn and Bacon $24.95 

A nice history of the development of rock. Not too ambitious and does what it sets out 
to do. 

Sex Revolts 

Simon Reynolds and Joy Press. Harvard Press $15.95 

Half of the Sex Revoits is a study of misogyny and masculinity in rock. The second 
half is about women in rock. | never got to the second half to be honest. | liked the first 
half though. 

From the Velvets to the Voidiods 

Clinton Heylin. Penguin Books $14.00 

Heylin knows his shit. Traces proto-punk from the Motor City to Cleveland and New 
York City and tells all about the MC5, the Stooges, Rocket from the Tombs (not 
Crypt), Modern Lovers, New York Dolls, Patti Smith, Television, the Dead Boys...you 
get the picture. 


By Greg J. 


all work and no play makes jack a dull boy all 
work and no play makes jack a dull boy all 
work and no play makes... Uh...um...oh yeah. 
Hi, I'm Greg and | host the Electronic Music 
show every Sunday night from 12 to 2 am 
(Monday morning technically speaking) here 
at WIUL. For those of you who listen to my 
show, | would like to say thank you and | really 
hope you enjoy it and continue to tune in 
peguiarly. For those of you who haven't heard 
it but like electronic music, give it a listen this 
Sunday and tell me what you think. For these of 
you who are sitting there reading this article 
thinking, "what the hell is ‘electronic music", 
well you've probably heard of techno or 
ambient. That should give you some clue as to 
what my show consists of. In fact, my show 
used to be called the Ambient show, but | 
tlecided to change the name to the Electronic 
Music show hecause | felt that this more aptly 
described the full scope of the music I'm 
playing. Calling it the Ambient Show was to 
restricting. On my show you will indeed hear 
ambient as well as techno, but you'll also here 
house, drum and bass, trip hop, hip hop, dub, 
jazz groove, and many other styles too. 


We have a Techno show on Saturday 
nights trom 10 to 12 which you may have 
heard. My show is in many ways similar to this 
although the stuff | play, on average, has 


fewer heats per minute and is more down 
tempo (in other words, it tends to be slower). 
| try to play music that stands on its own 
rather than music that may be great for 
dancing to but isn't that stimulating when just 
listened to. This is hecause | want people to he 
able to simply listen to the music and really 
enjoy it. | do realize, however, that one can 
never completely separate electronic music 
from dance music seeing as though the roots 
of Electronic and the roots of the dance 
culture that today thrives all over the world 
are deeply entwined, each simultaneously 
giving rise to and nurturing one another. Thus, 
| try to find music to play on my radio show 
that creates a balance which is both aurally 
entrancing as well as kinetically engaging. In 
other words, music that you can chill out to or 
get down to.. 


All right, time to drop a little history 
on ya. Wait! Stop! Don't turn the page just yet- 
just a very little bit of history, | promise. 0.K, 
lets go back two years now. it's fall, ‘95 and 
WTUL is still in the Pre-Electronic era. The 
station does have a techno show as well as the 
Ambient show, but our music collection 
consists of a small shelf labeled "techno" with 
about twenty 6.0.'s on it, most of which never 
get played because the techno show DJ's bring 
in their own stuff and the progressive show 
DJ's don't even know that this small shelf 
exists. Along comes Rudi. Rudi is the guy | 
pretty much consider the founder of electronic 
music at WTUL. He decided the station needed 
more of this music and started aggressively 
contacting record labels and distributors. 
Betore long, WTUL starts receiving these new 
C.D.s by all these artists nobody around here 
has ever heard of. Rudi starts sticking yellow 
dots on them and putting them in the merit 
section (the heavy air play section) along with 
all the inde prog rock bands. He puts up a sign 
in the studio saying, "Hey DJ's, play techno! 
The ones with the yellow dots. Beep, blop, buzz, 
blip!". The Chemical Brother's “Exit Planet 


Bubble Core Records is a small record label 
out of Rye, MY. Contact them at 
www bubblecore.com or write them at 250 
Milton Ril, Rye, NY 10580. For some 
incredible jazz grooves mixed with drum and 
bass check out The Next Step on Instinct 
Records. This compilation includes such 


culture. Compiled and produced by Talvin 
Singh, this amazing comp can be found on 
Quango records... Mu-Ziq's latest album 
Lunatic Harness has some of the most looney 
breakbeats you've heard in a while with some 
heautifully layered melodies as only the artist 
otherwise known as Mike Paradinas could do. 
Look for this one on Astralwerks... Blame 
Presents Logical Progression Level 2 is the 
follow up to the phenomenal first Logical 
Progression drum and hase double LP 
compiled and mixed by LTJ Bukem. This time 
Blame picks up where Bukem left off and 
doesn't miss a beat as he cuts up inspiring 
drum and bass tracks by some of the freshest 
names out their like Artemis, intense, Tayla, 
along with a couple of his own original tracks. 
Disk 2 of the double LP has unmixed tracks by 
PFM, intense, LTJ Bukem, and Seba and Lotek, 
just to name a few. You can find this one on 
Good Looking Records through FFRR... For the 
house freaks, may | suggest Freek Funk by 
Luke Slater. Along with an abundance of funky 
house grooves to keep you dancing, this album 
also has some more mellow ambient cuts to 
keep the texture rich and the listening 
interesting. This one's put out by NovaMute. 


On one last note, | would like to 
reiterate that the Electronic Music show is a 
show for the people of New Orleans who 
embrace the music and dance culture. | always 
welcome requests and will play them if we 
have it and | can find it. Also, | would love to 


hear any feedback from my listeners. Call me 
during my show on the request ine or write 
or fax me to let me know what you like about 
the show, what you don't like about it, for any 
info you want on any of the music you hear, for 
any other comments or questions you may 
have, or if you want me to spread the word 
about a party you're throwing or any DJ's, 
artists, or producers coming to town (you can 
find the mailing address and fax # 
somewhere on this Vox. Sorry, no personal e- 
mail address presently. I'll have it ready for 
the next Vox). Also, if you would like a play list 
of my show, send me a $.A.S.E: and I'l get one 
out to you SOOn.. 


Well, that's about enough for now. 
So until next time, Sunday night, as we're all 
coming down from our weekend highs, won't 
you please join me in ushering in the twilight 
as we chill radio-side for another midnight 
edition of the Electronic Music show.) 


Grog L.'s live-long--goal is lo someday hecome 
a Bectronic Music Director af WTUL In the 


The thought of making the most of any situation has always been im- 


portant to me, yet as I age and think in different directions, I have 
come to understand that the outcome of many instances lies less in 
any ability and more in a general mood. Controlling one's mood I 
consider more difficult than mastering a skill, moré important and 

ee difficult, that's why drugs are a popular social lubricant per- 
aps. 

ONer a drum and base version of “Eye of the Tiger,' 


This 1s_WTUL New Or- 
leans, live in the stu- 
Cl] Quadvabelsaldn wld lal SEL ised pelo Gl ies 
what’s the name of that 
band? 


Pizzicato 5. 


Have you been having a good time? 
Yes. 
What music are you into of late? 
poy Enea but country and western. 
Why? 
No comment. , 4 mae 
Yeh, most of the country music on the radio is crap. 
Yes. 
So I just got back from New York, my first time ever in the BIG city 
for my country boy self, esrour vag grad schools, seeing a few friends 
and generally happy to get out of New Orleans. Generally happy, what 
a wonderful place to be, I kept apiece | on the flight home and how 
difficult to maintain. Especially considering last night I wandered 
around in a 30 degree and rainy Manhattan, paid 6 bucks for a drink, 
ot bunted at the door of a club for weauagy tennis shoes, arrived 
ate to a sold out movie, and nearly lost all bladder control while 
waiting for the subway. Any one of those things here in New Orleans 
would probably have dislodged a peptide? happy state rather quickly. 
Yet, I remained generally apRy generally of course. New York has 
this lingering intoxicating effect. F 
Tell us about the swank costumes that you guys wear on the CD jack- 
ets. Who does them for you? 
At_the end of the show, I'm always wearing a kilt skirt. I always 
ae it up, like Madonna. 
o you could be a strip show too. 
I'm always sweating. ; 
ane other members in the band always look good to? 
es. 
=i ]ust being silly.. What is your favorite American Food? 
I like your potato chips. 
Hmmm, any particular brand. 
No, all kinds. : ; ye 
pe a month of October, I think, Konishi, the DJ from 
the Pizzicato Five came down to the studio to hang out and spin some 
records with us, Last night as I was driving home for Thanksgiving I 
listened to their ease are thinking, what better to do when driv- 
ing. Generally happy with this band, generally happy. It's true, 
being out of your natural environment is a necessary stimulus. 


I heard you had a good time last night in the French eameie 
eh. 

You wanna tell us about that? 

We went down to a topless bar. 

A Topless BAR? 


I spent more than 40 dollars... 
Did you get their names? 

No, I forgot. 

Were they pretty? 

. Yes. 

Were they naked? 


Of course. 


Mind control is big business. 


. One of my,sisters 

Piel ede Ghes wniehdeerts coset LS LLL Lec 
the work jacket I’m 

wea de Lng A she just passed the Bar and has something to 


AY. I wanted to respond bluntly, but something about the past week, 
i didn't feel it necessary to ask her how it must feel to LOOK and 
ACT just like everyone else, how it must suck to fool herself daily. 
A few years ago perhaps, when anger was_so easy for me, now I'm just 
caring less about those who mean so little, about everything that 
means so little because there are so many things that mean tooooo 
damn much writing. Konish, do you have groupies? 

No, do you have groupies? 

Uh, the girl who was: just here, Sara, she's my girlfriend.. So I've 
got to be careful... hahaha...no I don't have any groupies. 

Your fingers are crossed. 


Shonen Knife? 
I love them. 


I remember sitting there in the studio watching Konishi spin records. 
The DJ, a figure who constantly feels generally happy, was from a 
rather famous band with_a rather famous name_with a generally happy 
sound. He played generally happy music, we all felt generally happy. 
How boring, yet can you see the humanity in it? The easy simplicity 
in his exact movements with the turntables, the cueing, the head- 
phones on one’ car and not the other. He neuen me a few things on 
the Technics. The language barrier helped a lot. Konishi epecke good 
English, but I had to speak slow and loud, I sounded like I _was 
speaking to ny grandmother. And the interview was silly, why alter 
the mood_with seriousness? I always hate the person who 

alters the mood radically, throwing the switch, oe my train to 
tolerance. Tell us about the records that you like to buy, where do 
you buy them (Konishi told us previously that he had more records 
than WTUL did, well over 25,000) ? 

Any place in the world... I thrift. The best shop in the world is 
Montreal (I think that's what he said) 

Do you spend a lot of money? 

" ai “ eer: 

Do you pa y credit card’ or cash: 

ee ae No credit cards. 

Then do you steal “em? 

We laughed. 

Laughter, my path of choice when with others, but as I sit here I 
question its validity. 


by Sara "Wonder Spice" Bonisteel 


Scary, Ginger, Sporty, Baby and Posh. During the last year these lovely, limey ladies have infiltrated 
American culture, moving from the cover of Bop Magazine to that of Vogue. In doing so they have 
created a legion of fans that would rival New Orleans in mid-august. Face it, the Spice Girls may wash 
up any day, but the impact they leave upon their pre-teen fans will be felt around the nation. The 
Spice Girls embody a simplistic feminism geared to the pre-teen female suidiiiatiaas To be blunt, they 
push the elementary set through a crash course in Feminism 101. 


Lesson One 


make sure that the message you deliver will be well received. When I was in elementary school I 
learned the most valuable life lessons from pop culture. If it hadn't been for Madonna, virginity would 
remain a mystery. Stuff that parents refused to mention (i.e. cursing and sex) was gleaned from pop 
music - Sweet Dreams are Made of This!! Sexy and powerful 
superstars like Madonna and the Spice Girls merely spread the word. Now obviously the Spice Girls 
couldn't begin to teach rocket science, or even multiplication tables; however, they do sing about 
relationships, sex and family to danceable tunes to which the average eight-year old can cartwheel. 
What do you think "Slam Your Body Down and Wind it All Around" means? One clue, it ain't 
breakdancing. 


Lesson Two 

give gals a multiplicity of role models. Much like the Barbie doll line, each Spice Girl offers a 
different option for the pre-pubescent woman. One can be an athlete, a model, a kick-ass scary 
motha,.a carnival tightrope walker, or whatever one desires. Alone, they portray positive candy like 
"career" options through their identities and phat wardrobes, while together they become the full on 
force of Girl Power. Spice Force Five power rings activate! 


Lesson Three 


preach about being an outspoken girl who's true to oneself. Looking at the Spice Girls, it is apparent 


that they are bold and brash. Geri lives up to the redhead stereotype flaunting her crazy, bossy 
behavior. Scary's nickname comes from her lack of tact. In a world of waifer thin models, the curvy 
and healthy physiques of the Spicy Ones give girls another positive push. Ginger Spice put it best 
when she said "it's very hard for the media . . . to digest the fact that a girl with a pair of big boobs 
has got a brain" (Interview, Feb. 1998). The formative pubescent years are rough, what with the 
growth of hips and tits. It makes one feel better to know that although one is losing a nymphetic 
frame, their gaining spice. Could I have a 1600 SAT score with this D-cup please? 


STEINEM IS BETTER 


Lesson Four 


a boyfriend is not a means to happiness. If you haven't noticed, the Spice Girls are unattached! In 
fact, each of the gals former lovers have turned out to be duds, selling their stories to the British 
tabloids. Unlike one of my childhood pop music icons, Jem - the truly outrageous one attached to 
purple locked Rio, the Spice Girls don't need men to make them complete. Their friendship and music 
is enough, although I'm sure they have boy toys, after all, Madonna was their idol. 


Lesson Five 


show the world that this attitude makes one successful (not to mention filthy rich). It has been said 
that each Spice Girl is worth about 10 million smackers. Not bad for five girls who's average age is 
22. The Spice Girls in their own synth pop, glitzy way give young girls a needed push at the age when 
statistically their voices begin to weaken. It is at the pubescent period when bossy girls tone down so 
they won't be labeled a bitch or worse. These Brits show them, in a warped sort of way, that they can 
be bossy, run the show and rather than being labeled a bitch, be a megastar. 


Lesson Six 


lay the groundwork for a generation willing to accept the voices of feminists gone by. Preaching and 
portraying a positive self image shows girls that they can have their own voice. Once they realize that 
they can voice their opinions, they will grow up to be stronger women. They will be able to enter the 
dialogue of feminism and learn from their first-, second- and third-wave counterparts. You still may 
not agree with the Spice Girls - their music, look, ability, sell-out status, whatever, yet it can't be 
ignored that they are influencing impressionable girls. Being sell-out corporate stars means they 
influence backwoods America even more. So, think of the Spice Girls as the Riot Grrls for Generation 
Next, and feel secure in knowing that this generation will be that much more vocal in what they really 
really want. "Blah, Blah, Blah, Girl Power, Blah, Blah, Blah!" 


How I would kill 
James Bond 


By Ross Chapman 


*Note: I wrote this last year, before I saw Austin Powers; so it's 
partially academic. Lo siento* 


James Bond is like an old rock band, 
new members join as older ones wither 
and settle. Sometimes former Bonds 
have successful solo careers. 
Sometimes, like George Lazenby, they 
move on to motor cycle racing and drop 
off the world. But with secret agents, 
at least the kind who every one knows 
by name and sight wherever they go, the 
important thing 1s not ola: standards 
but new hits. James Bond, how he 
survives all the dangers of his world, 
how he stays alive when so many want 
him dead, that's what I wonder about. 


Evidently, James Bond never suffers from post traumatic stress disorder. 
All these brushes with death don't freak him out or worry him, 'why is 
everyone trying to kill me?' He can even have sex, lots of it, while all 
the danger abounds. Well, he is British, and maybe an atavistic 
procreative instinct is stoked by grim death at every turn. And he has 
humor, of a sort, to bolster him in travails. 


I remember some of his narrow escapes. Dr. No was kind of pedestrian, 
phony blind men assassins, flame-throwing dragon APCs. He almost got his 
dick cut off by a laser and decapitated by a bowler-slinging sumo wrestler 
in Goldfinger. There was lots of fancy skiing with grenades and machine 
guns in O.H.M.S.S., and Tele Sevalas, who's fun. Those evil S.P.E.C.T.R.E. 
guys tried to bury him in a irrigation pipe and chased him all over Vegas 
in Diamonds are Forever. He did his time in Japan with silent nin-jitsu 
fanatics in You Only Live Twice. Robert Shaw stole the whole picture in 
From Russia with Love, nothing too exotic there. Sharks.and spear guns in 
Thunderball. This was all Sean Connery and Lazenby, for one. Things got 
really strange when Roger Moore took over. 


Christopher Lee and the Tattoo guy from Fantasy Island wanted to do 
something very reasonable, to shoot him. But unfortunately, on a private > 
island off Indonesia, in a mirrored-obstacle course/maze, with a solid gold 
bullet. Yeah, whatever. Jeffrey Holder and Yaphet Kotto tried a snake and 
alligators to do the job; Live and Let Die. All the weirdness snowballed 


after the Spy Who Loved Me or Moonraker. This is where Richard Kiel, Jaws, 
comes in. They tried to strafe Bond from helicopters, blow him up in a 
submarine car, as usual, machine gun him on skis, drown him in a under 
water city, squash him in a gravity simulator, incinerate him in the rocket 
wash of a space shuttle, and god knows all the near misses I've forgotten. 

Through it all, seven or so feet of Jaws is trying to chew him up with 
stainless steel teeth; how homoerotic. After that Vejay Amritrage and 
Grace Jones started popping in and I couldn't even follow the silliness any 
more; Sikhs with blunderbusses and Louis Jordan, Christopher Walken on a 
blimp - come back, little Sheba. And in each and every one of these daring 
dos, there are car chases and boat chases and, of course, ski chases, 
helicopter chases, scuba sled chases, motorcycle chases, dune buggy chases, 
and any combinations of the above. Forget that Great Britain is battling 
with Spain and Portugal for the cellar of the first world economies. Don't 
ask how Lloyd's manages to underwrite at least seven of these liability 
nightmares on their junkets (actually, J.B. mentioned a 008 in Goldfinger) . 

Hell, the past few movies I've seen, J.B. totals a $ 150,000 Lotus as an 
afterthought. It's a good thing he never looses at roulette. 


Anyway, people have been trying to kill this guy for thirty five years. At 
this point, it may make sense to just talk him into a fullcourt game at the 
Y and watch him have a coronary. But I know that's not proactive. So I 
have some suggestions for future villains: 


Joe Pesci as Tommy from Goodfellas. Marlon Brando as Walter Kurtz with his 
followers from Apocalypse Now. Jean Reno as Leon in Professional. Robert 
di Nero as either the young Godfather or Travis Biddle from Taxi Driver. 
Kaiser Sosei from the Usual Suspects. Rambo. Tony Montana from Scarface. 
Aldo Rey in the French Connection. The greasy looking guy from Assault on 
Precinct 13. El Mariachi. Mad Dog Earl from the Petrified Forest. Angel 
Eyes from the Good, the Bad and the Ugly. Joubert from Three Days of the 
Condor. Patton. Those two idiots from Natural Born Killers. Frank from 
Blue Velvet. Wez from the Road Warrior. Harmonica from Once Upon a Time 
in the West. Benoit from Man Bites Dog. Marcelo Mastrianni in the 10th 
Victim. Yojimbo. I'm not even talking about any one fanciful like the 
Terminator, or the Fifth Element or Darth Vader who would kick his ass up 
into his earlobes. 


The whole point is that I could do Spectre or Smersch a lot of good. I 
dan't believe that James Bond is lucky or gifted. Compare his trade craft 
to that of George Smiley in Tinker, Tailor, Soldier, Spy. His trick is 
that all of the nefarious organizations he battles have really horrible 
executives. These guys couldn't evil their way out of a wet paper bag. 
Why? Why do I think they're so bad? 


Just this, THEY CAPTURE JAMES BOND. Every movie, at least once, he is 
totally and completely in their power. {* this is where Austin Powers 
really torpedoes me *} Nearly twenty fuckin' movies and he's always oiling 
his way out. 


My formula goes like this. Get your henchmen to go out and capture him. 
It's not hard, every one knows where and who he is within fifteen minutes 
of the credits. Once you do that and he is standing there, looking 
aristocratic and supercilious, SHOOT HIM. Don't talk to him; don't gloat 
or try to intimidate. JUST FUCKIN' SHOOT HIM. Don't try and boil him to 
death in giant percolator like on the old Batman series; or drag him behind 
your yacht, through shark infested waters, on the hope that he might be 
eaten. Just take a gun of any caliber and empty it into his chest. Once 
he's down, reload and put at least two into his head; the roof of his 
mouth, say. 


David Berkowitz plus James Bond equals dead limey. 
Not this time, Mr. Bond. 


FIRST CLASS 


DEON 1) OF 


Diet cm a eins Z 


STUDY BREAK @ FIGARO‘S 
MONDAY - FRIDAY 
2:30-4:30 PM ONLY 


Join Us For GREAT FOOD AT AMAZING PRICES AFTER CLASSI! 
FoR STUDENTS ONLY (YOU MUST PRESENT YOUR STUDENT I.D. BEFORE ORDERING) 


StTupY BREAK MENU 
(2:30PM - 4:30PM) 


SMALL WHITE Pizza ‘7900 MAPLE STREET 


(Torpines 6.78 macn) 
SMALL CeASAR SALAD : FREE DELIVERY To CAMPUS 
866-0100 


(Doms NoT INCLUDE THE “STUDY BREAK’ Menv) 


(Wa SERVE THE ABITA BEAGONAL SPECIALTY Off TAP) 
HOURS OF OPERATION: 
Monpay - THURDBAY 11:30 AM - 10:30 PM 
r Prmoavy & Sarurvay - 11:30 AM - 11:30 PM 
SYUOY BREAK MENU AVAILABLE FOR Dint-IN ONLY, ; 
BUMNAY 12:00 PM - 10:00 PM 
RECULAR LUNCH MENU 1S AVAILABLE 1 1:30AM - B:30PM. 


navn se = Student 
Automotive, 


Inc. Special 
Foreign & Domestic ¢ 2 4 ; 9 5 


Auto Repairs 
& Complete Auto Detailing 
7 Oil/filter Change, Tire rotation 
217 Brooklyn Ave. 7 Brake Inspection 


(Off River Road) 
- ad “Most Cars. Must present coupon and valid student ID. One 
861 9574 or 831 3771 coupon per customer. Not valid with any other offer. Offer 


expires 8/20/98. 


SHOW YR SUPPORT AND PLEDGE HARD-EARNED 
BE MONEY TO WTOL; JUST THINK OF HOW MUCH CHEEZE 


YOU GET 70 LISTEN TO EVERY YEAR... 


TO ACT ON YOUR SINCERE DESIRE TO CONTRIBUTE, FILL OUT THE BELOW FORM AND SEND TO 
~ WTULCALONG WITH YOUR MUCH APPRECIATED CONTRIBUTION, OF COURSE): 


WTUL/THE VOX 


Tulane University Center , 


oe ib ne ot a 


pan see 
fat: 504.862.3072 . | 
ae adelrosOmalthestics tutane edu 


